
have fun in the dark 
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Hello darkness, our new friend 






Raving has always been a meditation for me. it Is a meditation, that refuses a dark 
nihilism, killing yourself as the only way out, or an ungrounded positivism. Raving gives me 
the ability through cognitive dissonance and contradiction to grasp the shifting and unstable 
reality that is a "world* already enacting its own destruction, alt the while denying and 
disavowing this death-spiral 


the cost on our human or planetary bodies. While the ghost may seem a fictional or 
imaginative gesture incapable of enacting real politics, it is perhaps one of the only “real” 
manifestations of a tactic we have . 30 This work is not only “deadly” serious, but marked by a 
“grave” seriousness. So to the grave we return, to take seriously what the resting site of the 
dead have to offer us, to take seriously the grave and its potential to return as revenant. To 
rave to the grave, to become a spiritual conduit of of the ghostly presences that have always 
already exceeded our own material existence and Attitude, and who act as the creditors and 
guarantors of such an existence and life. 


Sometimes, being a DJ , or just being a committed raver, requires you to question your 
sanity, No one wants to do this. You do this because you want to suffer. Because you have 
suffered before. And you will suffer again. In this life, the past one, the next. Because 
suffering is all that you got it is the freedom whisper of every slave spiritual that caused the 
corn to grow, flattening and twisting its stalks to reveal a crop circle set to land the space craft 
of an extra-dimensional Other here to save us from this corporeal meat-space. 
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remember from where we have come and the trajectory we are going. There is power in 
claiming that we are the things that go bump in the night, the specter hiding in the attic, the 
ecstatic monster hiding just in the shadows ready to paralyze neoliberal fascist forces with 
their own worst fears, 

















While the ghost may seem a fictional or 


imaginative gesture incapable of enacting real politics, it is perhaps one of the only “real” 
manifestations of a tactic we have . 30 This work is not only “deadly” serious, but marked by a 
“grave” seriousness. So to the grave we return, to take seriously what the resting site of the 
dead have to offer us, to take seriously the grave and its potential to return as revenant. To 
rave to the grave, to become a spiritual conduit of of the ghostly presences that have always 
already exceeded our own material existence and finitude, and who act as the creditors and 
guarantors of such an existence and life. 



This elusive nature is a special fleeting glimpse of the virtual. It is the potential that shows 
you that playing with ghosts allows you to encounter and overcome your own fears, but also 
recognize the fears that neoliberal capitalism maintains as strict prohibitions. What is 
frightening, is the proximity the party and rave-space has to some of the most radical political 
vectors: collectivity, ego dissolution and desubjectification, a centering of radical pleasure, 
ecstatic and hauntological temporality. Seeing the ghosts that haunt control society forces you 
to see a world in which our labor is not just alienated, pitiful rigged exchanges of our life force 
for wages, but a sacred divine labor of jacking, grooving, and losing oneself on the floor. 
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[Trip #98 on Ecstasy.org / Parts or all of this text also appear numerous places online] 

Our emotional state of choice is Ecstasy. Our nourishment of choice is Love. Our addiction of choice is technology. Our religion of choice is music. Our currency of 
choice is knowledge. Our politics of choice is none. Our society of choice is utopian though we know it will never be. 

You may hate us. You may dismiss us. You may misunderstand us. You may be unaware of our existence. We can only hope you do not care to judge us, because 
we would never judge you. We are not criminals. We are not disillusioned. We are not drug addicts. We are not naive children. We are one massive, global, tribal 
village that transcends man-made law, physical geography, and time itself. We are The Massive. One Massive. 

We were first drawn by the sound. From far away, the thunderous, muffled, echoing beat was comparable to a mother's heart soothing a child in her womb of 
concrete, steel, and electrical wiring. We were drawn back into this womb, and there, in the heat, dampness, and darkness of it, we came to accept that we are all 
equal, Not only to the darkness, and to ourselves, but to the very music slamming into us and passing through our souls: we are all equal. And somewhere around 
35Hz we could feel the hand of God at our backs, pushing us forward, pushing us to push ourselves to strengthen our minds, our bodies, and our spirits. Pushing 
us to turn to the person beside us to join hands and uplift them by sharing the uncontrollable joy we felt from creating this magical bubble that can, for one 
evening, protect us from the horrors, atrocities, and pollution of the outside world. It is in that very instant, with these initial realizations that each of us was truly 
born. 

We continue to pack our bodies into clubs, or warehouses, or buildings you've abandoned and left for naught, and we bring life to them for one night. Strong, 
throbbing, vibrant life in it's purest, most intense, most hedonistic form. In these makeshift spaces, we seek to shed ourselves of the burden of uncertainty for a 
future you have been unable to stabilize and secure for us. We seek to relinquish our inhibitions, and free ourselves from the shackles and restraints you've put on 
us for your own peace of mind. We seek to re-write the programming that you have tried to indoctrinate us with since the moment we were born. Programming that 
tells us to hate, that tells us to judge, that tells us to stuff ourselves into the nearest and most convenient pigeon hole possible. Programming that even tells us to 
climb ladders for you, jump through hoops, and run through mazes and on hamster wheels. Programming that tells us to eat from the shiny silver spoon you are 
trying to feed us with, instead of nourish ourselves with our own capable hands. Programming that tells us to close our minds, instead of open them. 

Until the sun rises to burn our eyes by revealing the distopian reality of a world you’ve created for us, we dance fiercely with our brothers and sisters in celebration 
of our life, of our culture, and of the values we believe in: Peace, Love, Freedom, Tolerance, Unity, Harmony, Expression, Responsibility and Respect. 

Our enemy of choice is ignorance. Our weapon of choice is information. Our crime of choice is breaking and challenging whatever laws you feel you need to put in 
place to stop us from celebrating our existence. But know that while you may shut down any given party, on any given night, in any given city, in any given country 
or continent on this beautiful planet, you can never shut down the entire party. You don't have access to that switch, no matter what you may think. The music will 
never stop. The heartbeat will never fade. The party wilt never end. 

I am a raver, and this is my manifesto. 
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I doubt you get too many stories about bad experiences on e, but I have one I wanted to share. 

So, here's my story if you want to post it. It's a little long (and maybe not as uncommon as I might think), but it may be informative to other neophytes: 

I'm a 31-year-old woman and a law student. When given the opportunity to try e for the first time about a month and a half ago, I hesitated at first. At this point in 
life, I figured that my drug experimentation days were long behind me. But I ended up taking the little blue pill, and was I ever glad I did!! What an amazing night I 
had at a rather intimate underground rave. I had no idea I could feel so good, so connected, so at peace - and yet still completely in control. The music was mind- 
blowing, everyone was so darn NICE, and the whole experience was basically transcendent. Pretty typical, I suppose. 

I couldn't wait to do it again. Three weeks later, I tried it again, this time at a rave/party at someone's house. It was even better the second time. It made me sad to 
think that other people had never had an experience like that. I so much wanted to share with all my friends what I literally took to be a life-changing experience. 

So, two weeks later (while I was visiting the Bay Area), I took two friends to a rave in Oakland, which we found on the Internet. I'd heard about these things, but I 
had no idea what we would encounter behind the throbbing walls of that warehouse. I so much wanted my friends to have a good time, and to experience the 
sheer bliss I'd felt before. But it was not to be. Looking back, I realize I should have known the environment would not be conducive to a good experience. But I 
was so anxious to do e again, and I hardly even considered the possibility of having a bad 'trip' with this drug. 

We knew we would probably be among the oldest people at this rave, and that was no big deal at first. But I think we all felt a little funny after a 17-year-old girl 
came up to us and asked, incredulously: 'How OLD are you guys?' She thought it was great that 'adults' would come out to a ravel But the e hadn't kicked in yet, 
and we felt a little goofy and out of place after that encounter. 

So we danced for a while, taking in the absolutely surreal scene: 7,000 kids swarming through a dark, warren-like warehouse; sweaty guys dancing around with 
surgical masks on their faces; one guy passed out on the floor, a little kid sitting up against the wall twitching like he was possessed by some sort of demon and 
sucking on a candy pacifier for all he was worth. Wow. I was transfixed. So, the e started to come on, and I was feeling OK, but not totally at ease because I'd 
never even imagined that there was this whole subterranean community of surgical mask-wearing ravers out there. Up until this point, though, everything was OK. 
My friends seemed OK, too. 

Then, I decided we should get some water. I wasn’t sure how long we had been dancing, and I didn't want my friend to get dehydrated (this was her first e 
experience). We started pushing our way through the crowd, toward where we thought we could buy water. 

All of a sudden, the temperature seemed to shoot up, and I could barely breathe. There were just too many people. And this wasn't the PLUR-scene I'd 
experienced before. People were pushing, shoving, blowing whistles. I looked over at my friends. They looked confused and miserable. Oh my God. I had brought 
them to this weird dungeon-like place, given them drugs and now they were having a terrible time. I felt overcome with guilt. At this point, the e was peaking, and 
so I guess the mood I was in at that moment was the mood that the drug intensified. I started sweating like a faucet. I had to get out of there! I wanted to get my 
friends out of there. The music sounded evil and menacing. And the kids with the masks were really freaking me out! 

’We have to leave,' I said to my friends. And they agreed. We stood around for a while as we tried to get our bearings. I don't think they were as freaked out as me, 
but they certainly did not look blissful and at peace with the world, as I’d promised. I got so depressed. All I wanted to do was share an amazing experience, and 
look what I'd caused. I started obsessing and worrying, and my mood bled right over to my friends. The worse I felt, the worse they felt. 

We pushed our way toward an exit sign. Ah, finally, there it was, the doorway. But wait. There was a chain link fence outside. There was no escape. Another 
doorway. Another chain link fence. My other friend (who had done e many years ago as well as acid and lots of other drugs) could see I was beginning to panic, 
and thank god he took control. I was sweating so much my clothes were soaking. We sat down and attempted to regroup. I calmed down enough to stop sweating 
(thus, relieving my poor friends of the fear that I was about to have a heart attack!) All I could do was apologize over and over for having gotten them into such a 
situation. My first-timer friend kept saying she just wanted to go home and go to bed. I felt like crying. 

We eventually found our way outside, made our way to a cafe and sat for about two hours before I felt able to drive. We were dejected, frowning, I even cried a 
little. A complete 180-degree experience from the one we were supposed to have. (By the way, we took the same stuff I'd taken twice before, from the same 
dealer, so I don't think it was a question of getting bad ecstasy.) 

Well, I learned many lessons that night, not the least of which is that environment is KEY!! And these big raves are like some Dante-esque vision of post-modern 
hell. 

It has now been about a week, and I feel better, but I was pretty down, even depressed, for a couple of days after that experience. I almost feel like all the positive 
residual effects I had from the good e experiences have been wiped out. But not completely... I still think it's an amazing drug. And I still feel like I can get back in 
touch with the feelings of empathy and peace I carried out of my first two experiences. I've just learned that you can't be stupid and blase about any drug, not even 
one with a name that implies nothing but pure joy. I don't know if I'll do it again, but if I do, it certainly won't be at a huge rave. 


Exp Year: 1999 ExpID: 96991 

Gender: Female 

Age at time of experience: 31 

Published: Jul 23.2012 Views: 5,476 

| View as PDF ffor printin g) ] [ View as LaTeX (for g eeks ) ] [ Switch Colors ] 

MDMA (3): Rave / Dance Event (18), Difficult Experiences (5) 


















hour drive away. The rave didnl really wake up until after I got back to New York. I didn't 
realize how important doing the drive—like so many ravers before me—became, like a 
mission, a total element of pure pleasure in my experience of the rave. 


remember from where we have come and the trajectory we are going. There is power in 
claiming that we are the things that go bump in the night, the specter hiding in the attic, the 
ecstatic monster hiding just in the shadows ready to paralyze neoliberal fascist forces with 
their own worst fears. 








In house, there's a divide between finding yourself (through becoming a member 
of the house) and losing yourself (in solipsistic hallucinatory bliss). The split in 
house between finding an identity/expressing your self and losing self/losing 
control could be mapped onto the tension in gay culture between the politics of 
pride, unity, and collective resilience, and the more hardcore 'erotic politics' of 
impersonal sexual encounters, 'deviant' practices, and drugs....House offered a 
sense of communion and community to those who might have been alienated 
from organized religion because of their sexuality. And so Frankie Knuckles 
described The Warehouse as a “church for people who have fallen from grace,” 
while another house pioneer, Marshall Jefferson, likened house to “old time 
religion in the way that people just get happy and screamin.” 


SPONTANEOUS AFFINITY is about the communal 
nature of the dancefloor. It's about communication and 
feedback. Spontaneous Affinity isn't for the isolated 
bedroom producer, although we love them, too—it is for 
those of us who understand music and dance as one of the 
most powerful sources of personal growth and interpersonal 
empathy, who are driven by the need to support and elevate 
one another, and as a result experience the evolution of our 
creative and connective selves. 

Spontaneous Affinity isn't about ego, knowledge, 
paraphernalia, or exclusivity of any kind. It's about 
PURE SENSATION. It's about losing track of yourself and 
merging with a moment. It's about temporary autonomous 
zones and ephemeral connections. It's about forgetting to 
Shazam that track or fix your hair. It's about the hours far past 
dawn when everyone left on the dancefloor has laid their 
soul bare but still looks beautiful under the harshness of 
sunlight. 

Spontaneous Affinity is NOT A UTOPIAN VISION. 

It's about understanding how to let go. How to let go of a 
person. How to let go of a place. How to break a routine even 
if it hurts. How to appreciate a feeling that can't last forever 
as if it were eternal, and how to appreciate challenging 
moments—and challenging sounds—as catalysts for 
growth. 
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Peace Division - Blacklight Sleaze (Radio Slave Vocal Mix) 
Paul Bjrken - What Ya Got ? (Original Mix) 

Thomas P. Heckmann - Tanzmachine 
The Transhumans - Beast Like State 
Clouds - Arkhangelsk Nightmare 

Panic Dispenser - Mental Violence (Ngnegftheabpve Remix) 
Krtm, Ansome - Fiend (Original Mix) 

Regis - Careless Pedestrian 
DYEN-The Aftermath 
Tim Tama - Tension III 

Under Black Helmet - Have You Ever Had a Dream 
trudge - CTpacTb 
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Surgeon - Move (2014 Remaster) 

Subjected - untitled #2 (Original Mix) 

Population One - Out Of Control (Vocal Mix) 

Luca AgneHi - 7 O’ Clock (Under Black Helmet Remix) 

Remco Beekwijder - 90’s Mayhem 
Rephate - Control is An Illusion (Original Mix) 

The-Prophecy - Jam Master (T78 & ROBPM Remix) 
stranger - Highest Sense (Original Mix) 

Heretic - And We Are Left to Dance in the Ashes 
Developer - Ideology 33 

jeanne - and those were were seen dancing were thought to be insane by those who 
could not 




















































On the Importance of Free Water at the Rave 

by Hydra 


Water is a natural presence at the rave (Fig. 1). Water molecules literally never stop 
dancing 1 , a level of rave devotion we as humans can only dream of 3 . They are also essential 
to the finite amount of dancing we arc capable of doing; the average person sweats about 
1 liter of water per hour during exercise 3 . This means that if you are at Berghain for 17 
hours, you should consume 17 liters or 5.1 x 10 36 liT dancing molecules of water. Although 
it should be the law to give away free water without charge to all rave attendees, this is 
not always the case. Promoters and club owners can contribute to the fun and safety 4 of 
partygoers by offering free tap water to ravers, whether or not they legally haw to. Of 
course, many bartenders fear they would make no money if they gave away free water, since 
u most people who come here arc on drugs” a . So, thirsty ravers are encouraged to tip. since 
bartenders earn most of their wages from tips c . 






